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lonely figure crossing a deserted street. It may
be a Sunday crowd in a park. It may be a view
from one of the bridges. It may be a chance
remark overheard from passers-by. It may be
a queer-shaped lamp in a side street. It may be
a domestic interior seen through open windows.
Whatever it is, it will have more power over you
than any of the known and much-celebrated
points. I have tried this method myself in
strange cities; in Brussels, in Marseilles, in Paris,
Lyons, Antwerp; and always the little thing, the
everyday thing which the people of that city
never mentioned, was the thing which enabled
me to realise that city and isolate it from all
others. Do not, therefore, make yourself inter-
ested in what you have heard or read about
London. Wait until you find something that
really stirs you. When you do, you will recog-
nise it as the one thing which, where all the
"sights" have failed, has brought London to life
for you.
One or two of my suggested rambles will take
you over the bridges to a London which few
people see unless they happen to be going to
Waterloo or the Oval. It has always seemed to
me a little unfair that the north bank should
have almost all the London that "counts," and
that the south side should be a draggle-tailed
terra incognita. All that the world means when